expectations of colleagues and the institution are established, as are theirs of you. You know how things work and the difference between what you want to do and what can be done. And this framework modulates your ambitions, even if subconsciously. Moving to a new job opens your mind to possibilities beyond the confines of reality. You can relive the honeymoon phase where anything seems possible and everyone cheers you on, and this has great value for the creative endeavors of a scientist.
Personally, one gets a second chance at a first impression, an opportunity to bring up your game. Your senses are enhanced as you navigate a new ecosystem, but this time with a few decades of experience that allow you to recognize opportunities from a greater distance. (When I started my first job, I was a deer in headlights, in strict survival mode.) Your new colleagues look at you not with high hopes and best wishes for a bright future, as they might view a new junior colleague, but rather with the expectation that you will shift the institution in positive directions. So the pressure is on, and that is a good thing.
Beyond myself, meeting new people in unfamiliar fields in a physically different environment brings a concomitant infusion of fresh ideas. It is a rebooting of the mind, a defibrillating jolt to the system that, I hope, will shift our research in new directions. With floormates from the Schools of Medicine, Engineering and Humanities and Sciences who are part of the ChEM-H community my students and postdocs will enjoy ample opportunities arising from the serendipity of adjacency.
Finally, I have learned that when one is faced with tough career decisions, lessons can still be taken from Robert Frost's classic poem "The Road Not Taken" which many of us learned as children. It is not a poem about valuing new things or Star Trekian adventures into the unknown. Rather, it is a poem about how sometimes we make choices so as to mitigate the risk of regret. The number of exciting career opportunities that come our way is finite; most of us are lucky to have one or two. Take a pass on too many and the specter of regret looms ever larger. So I moved to Stanford, and that choice, as Frost said, "has made all the difference."
